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NOTHIN G SACRED 


Janines misery shewed on her 
attractive. young face as she stared 
almost unbelievingly at the telephone 
she had just replaced on the hook. 
That had been Mr Wilks. The auditor. 


The disciplinarian. Mr Wilks, who two 
weeks ago had proved to her that a 


cane can be a positively disciplinary 
instrument when it came to reminding 
young ladies that Company money is 
not their's to "borrow" or steal. 


That afternoon that she just wanted to 
forget. That afternoon when she had 


been instructed to visit the large 
remote house with that frightening 
loft. The loft itself was an eerie place 
but the frightening part of it was when 
Mr Wilks had turned up with the cane. 
He had presented a figure not to be 
trifled with. Nor was there any room 


zument when he had stood there, 
swishing the cane in his hand as 
though to emphasise the awful power 
he had over her. Again, as she stared at 
the telephone not wanting to believe 
that she had just spoken to Mr Will 
Janine was forcibly reminded of that 
dreadful afternoon. He had made her 
take down her panties. He had made 
her stand there, with her dress held 
high so that he could stand and look 
openly at the soft plateau of her 
tummy and the brush of pubic hair. 


She had expected him to feel her there 
and then, but to her surprise he had 


made her bend her bottom without 
her knickers on ... and he had made 
sure that she really did bend it too. Not 
caring that she could not clench her 
rounded cheeks tightly together as 
though to salvage some dignity and 
modesty from the  humiliating 
situation. Dignity? Modesty? There 

1 been little thought for such graces 
that afternoon. Especially when he 
insisted that she thrust her naughty 
bottom right out. The pain had been 
something excrutiatingly impressive. 
Mr Wilks was a wizard with figures and 
he was a master with the cane 


She preferred to surrender to the 
convenience of amnesia regarding 
what happened after he had punished 
her so thoroughly. She knew she had 
stayed perfectly still whilst he had 
slowly stripped the rest of her clothes. 
From her. And he had touched her 
where he had assured her all girls like 
to be touched. 

It was true that he had not actually 
physically performed anything with 
her, but there were two opposite 
feelings when he was stroking her 
between her legs. The pain on her 
bottom was burning and the thrills 
from her valley were exciting. It was 
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all to crazily mixed up for her right 
now 


And now, like a serial of horror stories, 
he was back! His voice had held that 
same soft, yet commanding quality 
that she associated with him. And 
there she had two more opposites! His 
soft, very controlled voice and his 
equally hard and very demanding 
cane! 


Janine knew that she was the sort of 
personality that would conform to any 
damn thing he might care to mention 
when he was swiping her bare 


buttocks with that terrible, springy 
cane. Something in the back of her 
mind told her that she would have to 
do whatever he told her anyway! He 
could not possibly know just how 
much the cane hurt or else, surely, he 


would not bring it down so hard. 


How she had writhed. How she had 
yelped and pleaded. He had seemed to 
be indifferent to her imploring tones. 
It was as though he was stone deaf! 
The rafters of that loft had rung with 
her rising toned voice as each stroke of 
the cane had brought fresh response 

from her throat and mouth. She had 


signed the note afterwards in which 
she readily agreed to accept whatever 
punishment he preferred to give her 
Such was the state of her pain wracked 
bottom that she knew that she was 
prepared to sign anything at all. But 
that note had only contained the truth 
after all said and done. It had 
meticulously outlined the cause of her 
punishment and that in itself was an 
indicating document. There was no 
mention of the fact that she had only 
intended to “borrow” the money. It 
had all been laid out in stark truth 
without any fringes of belittling the 
offence. She recalled reading the 
openin: sentence. I Janine 
acknowledge that | am a thieving 
young woman and admit that I have 
stolen money from my employers, and 
because | deseve to be punished, I 
accept punishment from Mr Wilks 
without complaint, protest or 
expectations of being excused from 
this terrible crime of which I am 
guilty, | must expect to be very 
obedient to whatever Mr Wilks seems 
a term of punishment and this must 
certainly include a chastisemer 

my bare bottom the nent had 
gone on and on anc sentence 
was further incrimination of her 
character and a cementing of a 
contract in which she had virtually 
laid herself wide open to become 4 
model of obedience regarding the 
punitive demands of the austere Mr 
Wilks. That signed missif had now 
made her the helplessly defenceless 
young woman that she was. With that 
evidence in his hands, he was able to 
demand anything he liked from her 
and despite her reluctance to obey 
him, she was powerless to do 
otherwise. 

Now the telephone call had brought 
back very sharply the "duty" she owed 
to Mr Wilks. This coming week-end, 
he had told her. Same place. Same 
time, Pretty near the same punitive 
lesson as last time but with added 
flavours to remind her how hopelessly 
she was under his thumb. 


The place had not changed! Hardly in 
two weeks. It still held a frightening 
atmosphere for Janine. The last time 
she had come here had been her first 
She had not known then how much a 


cane can stripe and sting. Pain is hard 
to recall in a physical sense, but Janine 
remembered how it had hurt her like 
fire. She remembered too how 
ashamed she had felt at the sheer 
humiliation of the positions he had 
made her get into. Fully rounded 
postures that exposed her shapely 
bottom to the extreme of curviness. 
She accepted that it must obviously 


look most attractive when she thrust it 
back the way he made her, but why did 
he have to punish it when she was 
trying hard to do what he told her. She 
had hoped fervently, that he would be 
satisfied in feeling it with his hands, 
although this had caused her to 
shudder as he had insisted that she 
keep the nates pushing right back so 
that he was able to stroke and feel 
them with almost leisurely carresses. 


Her pretty features were now 
-vealing the blushing shame she was 
he looked down at her neat 

blue checked dress and then at the flat 
heeled court shoes with her white 
s encasing her lower legs and feet 
mode of dress that Mr Wilks 

ted she wear only added to a sense 

of frrustrating helplessness. 
Involuntarily and hardly aware of what 


10 


she was doing, she stroked the palms 
of her hands over the rounded cheeks 
of her bottom, feeling the crispness of 
the dress as she did so. It was all too 
awful It was just too degrading to 
think about. He had proved to her that 
she was not too big to have her bottom 
punished, and her bare bottom at that 
Whoever would have believed that 
she, Janine, had stripped her panties 
down when he had told her to do so, 
and she had actually knelt at the stool 
with her ripe nates thrusting so rudely 
for Mr Wilks to stroke her bare bum 
just before he had given her the mind 
boggling strokes of the cane. 


She appeared almost wistful in her 
waiting stance as she stood now, 
facing the door, her hands behind her 
back. He would come through that 
door when he was good and ready. It 


would not be a surprise to her because 
she would hear him coming up tha 
flight of wooden stairs. Uncarpetted 
they were so the tread of his ascending 
steps could not be covered in silence. 
She knew the procedure now, but 
knowledge of how to proceed only 
added to the dreadful and mortifying 
shame that she now felt 


She heard the creak of the lower step, 
and something inside her froze. she 
almost called out in panic. Slowly, 
certainly unhurried, the advancing 
sounds of his feet getting closer and 
closer to the loft-attic grew louder. As 
she saw his figure approaching the 
door which had been just slightly ajar, 
she gripped her dress and pulled it up 
to a line above her waist. She was 
exposing her tight brief type knickers 
and a whole area of her smooth 


tummy. He came through the door. 
and his face expressed no emotion 
whatsoever. Only seriousness in his 
features as his eyes once again 
traversed the smooth contours of her 
shapely torso. So rudely displayed as 
he had instructed her too. As he slowly 
approached, she remembered she had 
to turn round and she did so t by 
the time he was close to her, she was 
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facing the opposite direction, and 
again, she felt the cheeks of her 
bottom tighten together. She chewed 
the inner lip and suffered the light pats 
of his hand on her rounded tight 
knickers but she made no sound that 
might be mistaken for protest. The 
word protest did not enter her mind 
right now. Obedience was certainly 
the word of the day right now. 


"Alright, you may drop your dress, 
she felt relief at the unexpected 
instruction 


Perhaps he had changed his mind! 
Perhaps he was not going to actually 
punish her with the cane today. She 
wondered whether he was going to 
usc other methods to remind her what 
1 naughty girl she had been. Like .. well 
perhaps he wanted to "play" with 
her without having to use punitive 
nethods as he did before. Perhaps all 
sorts of things that did not include the 
sc of a stick 


Do you know what this is?” his dry, 
E tonc asked 


nd her eyes saw the 
strap in his hand. As she realised what 


ed again 


fearsome thing could be put 
to, her eves widened and very real fear 
stabbed through her. It was not just an 
ordinary strap like a belt, but a twin 


thonged piece of equipment 
I. Is a strap.” she could hardly 
recognise the misbelief expressed by 
her own voice 


Speaking was a strangled incredulous 


tone that came from her mouth! 


It isa tawse.” his own voice conveyed 
contempt at her ignorance 


A... a tawse” her voice repeated 
hardly audible 


A very good piece of leather is the 
tawse. Has a much better quality at 
reminding naughty young ladies how 
to behave better in the future 


And you have been a naughty young 
lady, haven't vou 

Y. yes, sir.” she squirmed. 
This was another attitude that he had 
insisted on. He wanted her agreeing 
with him in whatever he said and what 
he required of her. She had learned a 
very quick and speedy lesson in trying 
peating Mr Wilks precise 
phraseology, and the lesson had been 
an additional painful striping from the 
cane. The cane had now been replaced 
by this tawse thing. Janine did not like 
this either. She hated the cane, but this 
supple double thonged leather was a 
most awe inspiring piece of hide that 
she had ever seen. And she 
automatically realised that whatever 
he demanded her to say then she was 
not going to be backward in saying it 
No matter what! 

“What have you been, Janine,” it was 


to avoid r 


as though he wanted her to be very 


aware of her position and to be 
reminded of what she had done. 


“I. [have been a very naughty young 
lady, sir,” she choked 


“And you deserve to have this tawse 
across your bottom, don’t you?” he 
insisted. 


"Er... Cf 
helplessly 


yes, sir I do,” she moaned 


“Tell me Janine. We do not want any 
misunderstandings do we ... tell me 
that you deserve to have the tawse 
across your bottom. Your bare 
bottom," he was like a school teacher 
trying to get a point across to a slow 
thinking pupil 


“I... [deserve to have the tawse across 
my bare bottom,” she was squirming 
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inwardly like mad now 


He held it out and in shaking fingers 
she took it. It felt so cold. So unfeeling 
Normally she would not mind holding 
a strap, but this was a terrible thing, 
supple and purposeful too. 


Janine did not want to hold the 
detestable leather and she ached for 
him to take it from her, despite the fact 
that she knew that once she realised it 
he would have it in his hand and then 
the 2 of her bum would 
commence. It was all so very 
conflicting in her mind. He even 
added to her acute discomfort by 
making her offer it to him and then she 
had to repeat that she was very aware 
of her naughtiness and that this was 
the strap with which to punish her. 


He indicated the chair and directed 
her to kneel on the seat facing the 


back. Terrible stabbing sensations of 
trepidation and fear once again 
throbbed through her as she knelt on 
the hard wooden seat. He then told 
her to lift her dress up to her waist. 
Again, in a state of remorse and 
degrading shame, Janine hoisted the 
dress until the white panty knickers 
were exposed. It was a forlorn hope 
that he would leave them there. He 
didn't. She had to physically repress 
her emotions from begging him not to 
use this strap tawse and her silence 
was not indicative of her acceptance 
that this was the natural order of 
things. As he eased her panty knickers 
further and further away from her 
shapely bending bottom, Janine 
responded to the heated humiliation 
at having to silently suffer this 
ignomonous treatment of the baring of 
her buttocks. 

They certainly looked very inviting 
and as he made her thrust her nates 


back, so she automatically reacted 
obediently. Mr Wilks was able to sec 
how her extra effort caused the 
perfect spheres to take on more and 
morc attractive perfection as they 
curved almost in a manner that would 
normally suggest that she was 
enjoying this experience and this was 
only caused by her own mind tellin; 
her that she just had to appear to be as 
cooperative as she could. But that was 
all it was. Appearances. Shuddering 
spearheads of shame were engulfing 
her now as she knelt on the si 

the flinching nates into perfect 
response and readiness for 
punishment 


Janine closed her eyes as if to blot out 
the agonising sensation filling he 
body. He was carressing her tautened 
skin again. And she could do nothing 
absolutely nothing to dissuade or stop 
him. She gritted her teeth and kept 
perfectly still as the disciplinarian's 
palm stroked all over the moons of her 
bottom. He did not attempt to touch 
her between her accessible thighs 
even though these were now kneeling 
some eighteen inches apart, The soft 
intimate valley of her thighs were 
most certainly available should he 
decide to have his fingers deliving and 
playing, but he was concentrating 
more on the intended part of he 
anatomy that he would soon be 
watching as it wriggled and writhed in 
response to the heat that he was soon 
to ignite on them 


The swish of the tawse was a much 
different sound than that of the cane 
she discovered although her interest 
in sound evaporated as soon as the end 
product was achieved! There was that 
whining swish and then there was a 
distinct cracking sound of thwacking 

but it was the sudden infusion of 
indescribable hot pain that followed 
the thwack that shook Janine from 
silence to a resounding and echoing 
yelp. Her head shot up and her right 
hand thrust round in an automatic 
reaction to the fire brand that had 


been laid fully and squarely across 
both buttocks. 


)OOOOWAAAAH ... NO ... NO ... N 
NO OH PLEEE 
" her lips formed the words, 
her bottom and the terrible sting that 
had been placed across it dictated the 
response. 
“Get your hands away .. how dare 
you?" he snapped. 


What am 1 doing? she feverishly 
thought to herself. Oh no, I cannot 
take any more of this. It is just too 
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terrible and painful for words. "Keep 
your bottom still," he added a further 
impossible instruction. keep it still? 
I'm not moving it!! It is behaving all by 
itself!!! It was most certainly writhing 
now and the second stroke from the 
terrible tawse brought the natural 
reaction again 


"PLEEEASE ... IT HURTS TOO MUCH 
MY BOTTOM IS HURTING TOO 
MUCH .. NO MORE PLEASE 
PLEASE ... OH PLEASE NO MORE,” she 
tearfully jerked the imploring words 
from her mouth 


He continued to prove her wrong. He 
brought four more strokes across the 
ever gyrating target of her bottom 
now, and these were wristy cuts. Full 
strength strokes that Janine thought 
impossible to receive and still her 
knees jerked about, her bottom thrust 
and went into every possible 
movement Round and round, 
backwards and forewards and then 
from side to side. It seemed 
undetermined which way to writhe to 
soothe and respond to the fierce 
tempo of pain now springing up on 
both cheeks. There was no doubt that 
her bottom had been punished. The 
thick lines were very easily exhibited 
Mr Wilks was able to see the exact 
spots where Janine must have hurt the 
most 


‘III do anything ... anything at all 
prove me .. tell me to do anything you 
can think of and I'll obey you,” she 
assured him without really thinking. 
She certainly meant it, but what she 
should have rcalised was that she 
would have to do "anything" any way 
if he chose to make her respond to 
other commanding instructions! 


He then told her to stand before him 
She still held her dress clear of the hell- 
fired globes of her bottom and she 
used the hem of her dress to dry her 
eyes, or certainly to help stem the flow 
of streaming tears that just would not 
cease erupting from her stinging eyes. 


Her bottom w still twitching 
continually because she was unable to 
control it. The nates were clenching 
and unclenching and she was shifting 
from one foot to the other. 

“I had meant to show you the small 
bedroom immediately beneath this 
attic room,” he said. 


The statement was lost on her. 


shall correct that forgetfulness 
today,” he said. 


he pain. The awful constant pain, was 


the only sense that Janine was thinking 


ibout. She did not care about small 
bedrooms and she did not care what 
he intended. Just so long as he left the 
tawse where it was. When he told her 
to sit down, she did so with the utmost 
care! Slowly and then her face ma 

the of response to 
additional pain, she slowly let her bare 
bottom contact the seat on which she 
had just been kneeling. The tawse, that 
awful bloody tawse was now on the 
floor at her feet. 


His fingers were busy again. J 


they had been last time. With sure 
progress, knowing that she was unable 
to prevent him he slowly removed her 
clothes. This had happened last time, 
hadn't it? 


He was speaking to her again, but 
because he had released the tawse and 
left it at her feet, she was only half 
listening. The sheer hell pain on the 
cheeks of her bottom took up too 
much sensation for her to be 
interested in anything else. She 
seemed vaguely aware that she was 
undressed and he was speaking about 


her breasts and nipples and what 
young men did with them. Even 
though he was squeezing her orbs, she 
could not feel any enthusiasm one way 
or the other : 


Then they were going down the stairs, 
her voice making small sounds as his 
hand patted her throbbing nates and 
then there was this small bedroom; a 
small single sized bed and he was 
telling her to get between the cool 
sheets ... as she spread her thighs wide 
she felt the seeking fingers feeling her 
where, he said all girls liked to be felt 
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TV screen is blank as the video 


hegas to rol. Just the fuzzy, 
Seekerng grey light. Then abruptly it 
wu shaking a bit, a hand-held 


era. and slightly out of focus, but 
# gexkly adjusts. To show a close-up 
And a girl's head, her face, 
by fluffed-up pillow and 
The pillow and duvet are in a 
pink-and-white flowered 
bright and cheerful, as in a 
age girl's room perhaps. The 
s face 15 turned to the camera and 
we is awake, wide-awake. A pretty, 
d face beneath somewhat 
ed short, auburn-brown hair. 
l mouth with its ripe pink lips is 
għtly parted and the big brown eyes 
we wide. With fear? Anticipation of 
something frightening she can see? 
is only this close-up of the face, 
s not possible for the viewer of the 
sico to see anything else in the room. 
see what the big brown eyes could 

x looking so wide-eyed at. 


“Could be nothing, I 
Nothing at all." 


suppose. 


‘Could be a girl's sweet pussy in there 
with nothing at all on." 


Another of the longer pauses. Then: 
‘I wonder if that sweet pussy had a, 
visitor last night?” 


*Mmm? Do you wonder that? Ifit had 
a friendly visitor?” 


* * + 


That is the end of the voice. Just the 
flickering grey light again now. Is that 
all? It is enough, more than enough. 
The short piece of film and then the 
voice, digging under his skin. He has 
stiffened at the voice. His hands 
gripping the arms of his chair in the 
darkened room. He recognises the 
voice as of course he knows the girl. 


VIDEO LESS 


He shudders. The viewer of the video 
hunched in his chair before the 
screen, Unconsciously gritting his 
teeth. Not wanting to look but of 
course it is impossible not to. He 
knows the face of course. The girl 
with the pretty auburn hair and the 
soft, vulnerable mouth. Oh yes, he 
knows who she is. 


The picture abruptly terminates, to be 
followed by the flickery grey light 
again. Is that all: that short piece of 
film? The video flickers on. Then ... a 
voice from the bank screen. A man's 
disembodied voice: soft, caressing 
almost. The sentences spaced out. 


"Sweet dreams, eh?’ 
"Isn't she lovely!” 


‘A man would be lucky to be 
snuggling down with that.” 


A longer pause. Then: ‘I wonder what 
Young Miss has got on under there?” 


The silent flickering continues. And 
then ... a picture again. His eyes 
narrow. His breathing is tight, raspy 


The girl again. But she is not in bed 
now, she is standing. In the doorway 
of a bedroom with the bed, that pretty 
pink-and-white duvet and matching 
pillow, in the background. The room 
behind her is brightly lit, throwing the 
girl into sharp focus. She is standing 
with her hands at her sides in a white 
baby-doll nightie of silk or some 
similar material which clings to her 
ripely rounded figure. The nightie is 
virtually transparent and her firm, 
prominent boobs are especially in 
evidence, their pink nipples thrusting 
out, full, swollen it seems. As if 
perhaps someone has been playing 
with them. Sucking them maybe. 


The baby-doll reaches only as far as 
the upper curve of her hips where it 
terminates in a fluffy hem. Below this 
are very tight, brief, matching pants. 
Sheer like the upper garment and 


tightly stretching over the ripe 
roundness of her Venus mound. The 
camera closes in. Focussing on her 
mound. The pants are so sheer that 
her auburn pussy hair shows clearly 
through, and sufficiently brief at the 
crotch that on either side a few curly 
hairs are uncontained. 


The camera lingers on this intimate 
view and then the picture abruptly 
breaks off again. To be followed by 
more of the tantalising blank light. 
He waits. For the voice. For the voice 
to probe again. Like a surgeon's 
scalpel. He could turn the set off but 
of course he can't. Shortly it comes: 
*Wasn't that lovely?" 

"Isn't she lovely?’ 


"Prime. 


N 


A little giggle. "Prime pussy.” 
"And those really lovely tits too.” 
"Yes, she's got something on now.’ 


"But maybe she's just put iton, eh? To 
be decent for the camera.” 


‘She really is lovely though.” 


A longer pause. The talking has 
stopped perhaps. Then: 


“But pretty girls can't be in bed all 
day, can they?’ 


‘Even if they are having visitors." 


‘Pretty girls do need 
discipline.’ 


some 


"Now and then ...’ 


* * * 


His breath hisses out. The voice has 
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stopped now, the screen is flickering 
silently. But from the teasing words 
there is not much doubt that it will 
shortly come to life again. To dig 
deeper under his skin 


Yes. Here it is. A view of the bed 
again. A wider view, you can see 
something of the room, white walls 
with exposed dark brown timbers It 
is not in fact the same room, or the 


same bed at least. The duvet is 
different, a different pattern, brown 
and white. But of course his eyes are 
not on any of that, they are on what is 
central in the picture. Filling a good 


iet of the screen. The girl. 


face-down over the edge of 
a half-sidewa tothe 
y-doll and 
but the former has been 
above her waist. To reveal 
swelling curves of her ripe 


ofthe brief and half-transparent pants 
can be seen two cane marks. Two sets 
of bright red tram-lines. 


The camera lingers on the view: the 
immobile girl; her obediently offered 
bottom. Then it cuts out. The blank 
flickering 


"Disobedient.' 


"Disobedient to a visitor perhaps?” 


More blank flickering. Is that it? 
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rump in the tightly-stretched pants. 


There can be no doubt what is 
happening. Or has been happening. 
Because across the exposed flesh 
which swells tightly out on either side 


again: 
“Oh yes. A little discipline." 


"If a girl has been at fault." 


Some seconds pass. Then the voice 


bedroom scene. But different 


course. 


No. The picture is suddenly there 
again. The same view. The same 


The girl's bottom more 
directly facing the camera. The brief 
pants have now been drawn down. So 


Numbed, he got up to rewind the 
tape. Maybe he should watch it 
through again. Force hmself to, to see 
if there were any clues to where she 
was. But there was anyway nothing he 
could do. And he didn't know if he 
could stand watching it a second time. 
Especially that last bit. When he had 
his hand on her. 


The video had come by special 
d delivery this morning. He had 
frantically opened the package to find 
the cassette and a brief printed note: 
Just to let you know she's fit and well. 
Indeed in the pink of health. What a 
lovely girl! A letter will follow, with 
details of what I want. When you've 
had a little more time to consider your 
foolish behaviour. 


He went to switch on the light. When 
would that letter come? Later today? 
Tomorrow? Next week? It would 
depend on how long that character 
wanted to toy with him. Torture him. 


It was two days now since Pam had 
been abducted 


She had been picked up from the 
office where she worked as a data 
processor. Picked up when she left 
work, at five o'clock as usual 
Graham knew this because there had 
been the phone call in the evening. 
Telling him to be sensible. Pam would 
be alright às long as he was sensible. 


Sensible of course meant accepting it. 
Not creating a fuss. Not going to the 
police. He hadn't gone to the police 
For one thing the police nowadays, in 
1995, were helpless in some areas 
Nowadays people with power and 
influence could take the law into their 
own hands and the police would do 
nothing 


So Graham hadn't made a complaint. 
Hadn't reported that his young wife of 
only three weeks had been abducted. 


that what is facing is her completely 
nude bottom. And it is not only her 
bottom that ison view. Inthis position 
with her knees forward there is 
everything on view. A full view of her 
pussy. The pink slit in the auburn 
curls. 


The picture cuts out. The flickering 
light. Running on. No voice this time. 
Then the picture again. The same 
view only now there is also a part-view 
of a man. His arm plus part of his 
torso. In a yellow sweater. His head is 
out of sight. But his hand ... is at the 
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girl's bottom. The girl who is in the 
same position with her pants down. 


The hand slides over the smooth- 
fleshed buttocks ... and then onto her 
pussy. Onto her cunt. The hand is 
there, on her cunt, as the picture 
breaks off. 


And that is the end. There is no more 
picture, no more voice. The tape runs 
blankly on and on. Until it comes to 
its end. 


Even though he knew who it was. His 
name was Carling. Ronald Carling. 
Or that was the name he had used. 


It was two weeks ago, almost at the 
end of their honeymoon at the seaside 
resort of Southcliffe. Graham and 
Pam had been in a pub on the front in 
the early afternoon, having a drink at 
the bar. The stranger had introduced 
himself and wanted to buy them a 
drink. A middle-aged man with 
glasses and a clipped military 
moustache. Ronald Carling he had 
said. 


Graham had said. *No thanks', rather 


curtly perhaps. He had already 
noticed the stranger eyeing Pam. His 
sharp eyes on Pam’s slim but ripe 
shape in her pretty short-skirted pink 
frock. Mr Carling had tried to insist 


and Graham had repeated his refusal 
and said they had to go. They had left 
the pub, Graham conscious of 
Carling's eyes on Pam's rear view. 


The next afternoon they came across 


him again when they went for a stroll 
along the promenade. Perhaps 
Carling had been on the lookout for 
them but he suddenly appeared. 

*Hello. Remembner me? Ronald 
Carling. How about that drink now?’ 


23 


Graham said, ‘No. Really. And we'd 
rather you didn't keep bothering us." 


Mr Carling has coloured slightly and 
then made the threat. Saying it wasn't 
a good idea for young people to be 
discourteous, impolite. When 
someone was trying to be friendly 
His eyes had been on Pam, eyeing her 
tits in the brief sun-top. Then he had 
looked straight at Graham. 


“You could regret bei 


young man 


He had gone on to suggest that if 
Graham didn't want a drink he could 
take Pam by herself. He was sure the 
pretty lady would like a drink, and 
sure she didn't want to be unfriendly 


Graham had a sudden hot vision of 
Mr Carling taking Pam 


somewhere. In his car perhaps 
Taking her somewhere and fucking 
her. That was what this man wanted, 
Grahama could see it in his eyes. Or 
he thought he could. A nice juicy 
young piece that he had suddenly 
taken a fancy to 


Red in the face at the thought, 
Graham blurted, “Fuck off!’ 


Afterwards Pam said, “You shouldn't 


have said that. He was really 
annoyed. He might do something." 


Graham had been dismissive. The 
man was just some stupid character 
trying to annoy them. Pam said maybe 
she should have gone and had a drink 
with him. It wasn't worth making 
enemies. Not nowadays. She 
repeated: ‘He might do something.’ 


Graham said, ‘He wanted to ... you 


know. Fuck you. That’s what he 
wanted.’ 
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Pam had coloured. “Well, I wouldn't 
have let him. And maybe he didn't 
want that." 


Graham said, “Yes he did. And you 
wouldn't have been able to stop him. 
He would have driven you out in the 
country and just done it. Taken your 
knickers off and just done it. You 
wouldn't have been able to stop him.” 


Pam wouldn't agree. And she even 
spoke of going back out by herself, on 
the chance of seeing this Mr Carling 


again. To apologise for Graham's 
words and accept his offer of a drink. 
Graham indignantly refused to agree 
to this and they had a bit of a tiff. But 
maybe he should have agreed. 
Definitely he should have agreed, he 
thought now. 


What was that character doing to her. 
* * * 


Pam had remained nervous at first. 
They had one more day at Southcliffe 
following Graham's stupidly (as Pam 


»vocative remark, and she 
en on tenterhooks all that day. 
»me sort of action from Mr 
she didn't know what. 
ey hadn't seen him again. Back 
the sense of apprehension had 
y remained, because he could 
und out where they lived: the, 
ind the little council flat that 
had moved into just before the 
ng and where now they were 
settling into. 


there had been nothing. No sign 
dicate that Mr Carling was going 
rsue the matter and exact some 
f revenge. So gradually Pam 
ped worrying about it. She had 
ight about ita lot at the beginning 
ndering if Graham had been right 
the stranger had wanted to screw 
She had seen his looks of course, 
Graham had, and it was certainly 
ssible, likely perhaps. And it was 
© too what Graham said, that if he 
i really wanted to she couldn't have 


stopped him. He could have pinned 
her down and taken her knickers off 
and simply done it. Screwed her. 


Pam knew that even if she had denied 
it to Graham. At 19, as she was, a girl 
knew it as a fact of life. Nowadays. 
1995. Pam knew it in particular from 
Predent Insurance where she had 
worked for the last year. A girl found 
out there were certain things she 
couldn't argue with. Not if she wanted 
to keep her job. Graham of course 
didn't know about work. About that 
side of work. About her boss, Mr 
Forton. And he of course wasn't the 
only one at work 


No doubt that Mr Carling would have 
been the same. His eyes on her had 
said he wanted the same. And if he 
was going to cause trouble otherwise, 
Pam would have let him have it 
Though not telling Graham because 
what was the point. Just saving they 
had a friendly drink and that was all 


Things were not greatly different back 
at work. She was a married woman 
now, Mrs Gilfield and now Pam 
Mercer, but that didn't change things 
Not for Mr Forton certainly 


‘How was Southcliffe? he greeted 
her. ‘But I suppose you didn't see it. I 
suppose you were in bed all week. 
Doing it continuously day and night 
for the whole week, eh? 


And then Mr Forton wanted it. Right 
. When she was scarcely in the 
office. Wanting it there, with the door 
locked. 


No, things were still the same. And 
with that and their new flat to occupy 
Pam's mind the thought of the 
importunate stranger quite quickly 
faded. He could be forgotten. Until 
two weeks later. Thursday evening, 
just after five o'clock when she went 
to her car in the car park. There he 
was. Smiling. Waiting for her. 
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With adrenalin suddenly flooding in 
her veins she thought of running, but 
didn't. It wouldn't do any good. If he 
had found herhe was poing to get her. 


Breathless now she walked upto him- 


Good gi; he said softly. “Mrs 
field, correct? The new Mrs 

field. And she's going to come and 

havea drink with me 


tnd mone in he ede 
were unbuttoning her light coat. One 
hand sliding in hightly cupped Pam's 
pussy through her thin dress. 


‘Yes, young lady” 
"Y Yes. Alright. she stammered. 


"The note with that first video said he 
would receive a letter, but it is not a 
Keer it is anther video, A 

by special delivery again- the next 
morning which clearly contains a 
video, He feverishly opens it. This 
time there is mo note, just the video 
tape, Wih his heart pounding 
Graham draws the curtain and puts 
the cassette in the machine. The grey 
{ickering light again, but this time the 
voice starts almost at once. Mr 
Carling s voce 


“Hello. Graham. Can 1 call you 
Graham? Did you like the other tape? 
A lovely ith isn't she? And so 
photogenic: And cooperative too, I 


lens. Although we do have to 


of course showed you. Discipline is 
always good for a pretty girl. So Um. 
doing you, and pretty Pam, a service, 


arent 17° There oa smup Male 
chuckle. 

“There is a pause. Is the picture going 
Yo start now? He dreads it starting 


Asi il 


E 


“tony sent ofcourse. 
that st deo You might bot have 
wanted to see al ofi. A the actin 


The hem of the rain jacket, asit tying. 
10 pull it down to cover more of 
herselt. She is watching Mr Carling. 


m 
in 
if 
i 


the knickers. And bell in between 
Pam Then he is going overto. 
a cupboard. And taking out a cane, 


Pam is going to be caned. 


Yes. Graham holds his breath 
CRACKK...! 


across those ripely out- 
thrust cheeks. Pam's bottom writhes 
and rolls In cerie silence because itis 
‘lear Pam must have yelled ou 


CRACKKK. 


This time the camera is focussed on 
her face, whichras the canc slices in 
fives a silent yell of agony. 

The caning continues, as Pam's 
bottom squirmsand writes. Now and 
then her head jerks up and then goes 
‘down again, with her left or right 
cheek flat on the table cloth. Graham. 
{snot counting, he couldn't bear to 
‘count, but there must be six or eight, 
‘each one zipping scaringly into the 
‘training seat of those ulta-ight 
Knickers. Atlast Mr Carling stops. He 
turns to smile at the camera, 


"The film breaks off, to be replaced by 
the Mickering grey light. And Mr 
Carling s voice. 


{sully facing the camera and she is in 
that Knees-bemt position of the first 
video. Which fully exposes her pussy 
{othe camera. It is there staring at the 
camera, staring at Graham. He gazes 
back, transfixed, hypnotised almost. 
The spell is broken as Mr Carling 
cane scs devastatingly in. 


They didn't go for a drink of course 
When Mr Carling confronted Pam in. 
he car park and then took her over to 
his car, They weren't going to a pub 
t a drink, they were going to his 
Trage. He had a pretty cottage on 
the coast, not too far from Southelife 
fact and that was where they wer 
going. He was aking Pam of to teach 
Graham a lesson. A lesson in 
cites and friendly behaviour 


Mr Carling told Pam this as they satin 
his car. He had her coat completely 


wabenoned now so thet he cou 
he nice firm boobs. She didn't 

5 ths of course. But the 
thought of being taken of scared her 


Tm sorry,’ she stammered. "Really 
About Graham being rode. He didnt 

really mean it. And please don't 
ike me off. Irs not just Graham, 
there's my job. I have to be at work 
Mr Carling sid she could phone them 
in the morning, Say she was sick. She 
wouldn't be off for too long, s few 
‘days maybe. Long enough 


Graham a lesson. And of course long 
enough for him, Ronald Carling, to 
enjoy her for a itle while, Was hat 
OK; he asked 


Pam said an unhappy, "Yes 


‘Good. So let me have a nice kiss 


Pam kissed him. She was going to 
have to cooperate. That way it would 
be easier and hopefully he would let 
her go ea 

sexy kissto show she 


"The kind of kiss Mr Forton at the | could do except accept his lesson. | did start, But he was only joking. He 
fice liked. Well, the kind Graham | Andsuffer. He would know hehad a0 | said she could phone Graham. Tell 
Bed too of course. Pushing her | choice but to accept what had | him she could come back. If he had. 
ú"romguerightinto Mr Carling’smouth | happened. learnt his lesson. 

“That was lovely." he sad. Now what | "He won't be silly.” Mr Carling said. | So Mr Carling drove Pam back home, 
about realy nice kiss. “He's a silly young man but he's | on the Saturday afternoon. She had 


‘been with him at the cottage for just 
rera week. At the flat she asked him 
if he wanted to come in, for a cup of 


i 


Me grinned .. and unzipped his 


Li 
1 
T 


B 
H 
i 
F 
Y 
i 
H 
H 
H 
H 
E 
B 
g 
i 
E 
H 
H 


‘tock it. But they were over in the 
Somer of the car park and there was li was a litle embarrassing of course. 
o one around. No one to see. Soshe | Pam gave a itle yelp of ‘After Pam had given Graham a bi 
didit. Loweringherheadandtakingit | was sure Graham would be. relieved hug. off alright. 
inher mouth. And he knew she was Safe | Mr Carling said he hoped there were 
and sound He ws pening he videos | no i feelings He intended o keep in 

touch, 


ip a Sent to him. Je hoped o have Pam 
‘come and stay with him again from 

The cane was the worst thing. At the sy gee ce time 10 time, If that was alright. 

ptas. Definitely the worst thing Gaham said somewhat unhappy 

No! Not the canc! she yelped. "not | The third video showed Pam Yes" 

that, Please Lodo with 

different from the game as normally | They had the tea. It was time for Mr 

But Mr Carling said she had to have | played though. It was strip Ludo. For | Carling to go. But maybe he thought 

the cane, He was going to send ito | Pam atleast, Mr Carling wasn't doing | Graham should Wave ome more 

Graham. Video shpis of Pam being | any stripping off. But when Pam lost | lesson. Nota video this time but eal 

caned. "That's part of his lesson, Mr | she had to take something off. She | life action. 

Carling said "A nice painfulleson for | started off ín her yellow dress, the one 

him she had worn to the office the day Mr | "Ah... you wouldn't mindif ook the 
Carling had taken her. The dress | lovely lady into the bedroom? For a 

‘OF course they could send shots of |. came otf the fit time she lost a game. | few minutes. As we're all friends 

other action, Mr Carling said. Other | Underneath Pam had ona pretty pale | now. 

action of Pam with himself and with |. yellow set of underwear: sip. bra and 

Mr Mamforth, Mr Caring’ friend | panties, a matching litte suspender | It was an effort but Graham managed 

who was staying with them at the D a stammered, "Noo .. 00. That's 

‘cottage, Pam knew what action he OK." 

‘meant and she couldn't possibly bear 

having that sent 10 Graham, not if she 

had any choice in the matter. So in 

that case. she had to take the cane, 
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In the bedroom Mr Carling screwed. 
Pam on the bed. 


Jt was really Killing. On her bare 
bottom. Or with just a pair of skin- 
tight diaphanous knickers on. Making 
her think she wanted to be sick. 
Feeling like her bottom had been 
sliced in vo 


“ve got to doit properly; Mr Carling 
said. "Nice and zippy. I don't want it 
to look as if you're not really getting 

if we're just round 


‘And then it was life back to normal. 
Back 10 the office for Pam on 
Monday. Her little enforced 
adventure was over. Although Mr 
Carling had said he was going to want 
10 see her again from time 10 time. 
But for the moment twa back 10 
‘normal. Apologising to Mr Forton for 
being off all last week. She didn't tell 
him of course, just said she's been il. 


much, Maybe we'd bener put a ban 
on it. Mmm?" > 


Graham. Pam begged to be allowed 
to phone him but Mr Caring wouldn't 
allow it. It would relax the tension, he | ike bursting into tears. It really wasa | Then of course he wanted it himself 


aid. And they couldn't have that. | dreadful thing to have happened. — | In his office, with the door locked 
"He's got to have his litle bit of | Mr Carling said sardonically, So you | Over the desk. Pam didn't object or 
suffering don't want tobe sold tthe Arabs? Or | argue. In 1995 you didn't argue with 

Some German contacts I have? Pam | the way things were. Pam knew that 


Poor Graham! There was nothing he | shook her head. This time the tears | And Graham knew it too now. After 
his lessons. 


THEEND gg 
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n the wooden floor. The 


MORTIFICATION === =: 


the face that © 
prety young 


OFTHEFLESH = 


d and hooded figure. A ster 
eyed man. He says something to her 
the man at the 
Which have been 
ner within the fold 
of the enveloping garment now po to 
her sides. Taking hold of the skr to 
her robe she begins to pull it up. To 

high heels Pretty knees. The 
rely feminine thighs that are 


possibly be glimpsed 
oking: a 


a retreat; Anne Harling telis her 
and. A Spiritual retreat. You g 


a pre-dinner 
Me gives her a disbeieving 


Everyone needs that now and then, 
Jr you can pray — for world peace or 
hing Anything. Anyway 1 told 


Anne Harling is 21, three years 

Junger than Graham. a nice-looking 
blonde and of course she doesn’t have 
a job. Anne wanted to get one when 
they were married a year ago but 
Graham said she didn't need to work 
and he would rather she was just a 
housewife, looking after him and 
their house. The other reason 
although he didn't like to spell it out 
was that Graham didn't like the 
thought of Ame being too 
A black-yestured and hooded figure white court shoes, with quite high — independent, At work, with male 
Slides across the polished wood floor. heels. These shoes sirike am colleagues: well you heard things, 
ides but not silently for below the inconsistent, somewhat jarring note, — didnt you? Frisky young married 
aikenveloping black robes there are both visually and in their inevitable women. Graham didn't really think 
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Same: the feeling when vou pre 
uslf 10 the Masters will. To hi 
alternatively sou have o he on top ot 


with sndeotemen. 5 
The Master is pulling down her 


c. About this, About any of i 


How many is that? Ies usually six 
And as she's been 


kening him 
Anne, there shouldn't be more than 
that” Except of course that if she 

ofthat she 


CRACKKK 


teach 


Charlotte anyway doesn't know how 
many she's had. You cant keep 
Sount. They hurt so much but at the 
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‘Of all the penal establishments she could 
have been sent to, Tracy felt that the bleak 
brick building was without question the 
worst. She accepted that she deserved the 
angry reprisal of the juditiory but she could 
not reconcile within her own mind that she. 
‘warranted tho awful place to which she was. 
now being delivered, Tracy was gifted by a 
very curvy anatomy wih a facial 
attractiveness that induced the male 
members of her immediate circle itch to be. 
with her and she was like a magnet wherever 
she went. These attributes did nothing for her 
‘when she came before the harsh dispensers. 
Of justicve although the one serious faced 
judge did think that it was a pity that such an 
attractive young person should have got 
herself into such a mess. But it was not the 
first time, simply because she was a natural 
rebel and her conduct of behaviour was of 
such a nature that it would not be tolerated. 
She mistakenly thought that she would go to 
‘one of the open penal establishments and on. 
occassions the laxity of discipline 


places had sometimes made the stay quite. 
enjoyabiel! 


A lot of freedom was allowed in the open. 
houses despite the detailed “lights ouf 

regime, and this she had found quite easy to 
take, But she had listened with shock when 
the older of the judges had somberly told her 
that lenient measures had failed so the other. 
alemative would be the very extreme 
alternative and when she had been led from 
the court room, she had been like a numbed 
helpless individual. The place to which she. 
had been sent was hardly known except to. 


who had been detained in the other 
establishments and when she had been in 
the open prisons other gris had spoken of 

‘Bleak House" in awed whispers and with an 
emphasis of dread. Tracy used to think that it 
was ail ind that the giris had made 
the place worse than it was; sometimes the 
stories that were related were t00 

traordinary to even be believed: and all the. 
narratives that had been related by the gir 
whom she had met were stories that had 
been handed down from person to person 
nt the very mention of “Bleak House" was. 
considered to be a fairy tale and certainly to 
be taken with a pinch of salt. It seemed 
nobody was ever sent there, but it was used 
as a threat to warn off erring young ladies 
from committing the cardinal sin of earning 
themselves a place in sucha terrible building. 


Tracy sat in the small cell room beneath tho. 
Cour house, her face ash white as sho 
recalled the numerous stories that she had 
heard of the establishemnt which she was 
now to be sent. Nobody seemd to know 
where it was and it did not matter if they did 
because there were no relations or friends 
who would be interested It would be as 
though she would be swallowed up with no 
outside communication at all: and her friends 
being the type that they were would soon 
forget that she existed so that whatever 
happend to her would be like an unwritten 
book — nobody would know, nobody would 
care and she would bea pawn in the hands of 
the dreaded principles of the harsh prison. 

A stone faced police woman gave her a hot 


humiliations? Would they really be able to 
make her scream and stil continue to heap 
numerous stripes of leather beating 
‘onto her soft buttocks? All this was 
hearsay from the mouths of the giris 
she had met at the pleasantor 

of the open houses, but although 


the detention cell being withdrawn. She 
looked up and saw the guard enter. 


“Alright. On your feet. Let's go,” the woman 
snapped. 


Now that she had been subjected to the 
harshness of his place, Tracy was inno mind. 


Tolrbutions were avoided. She stood up and 
Walkod behind the uniformed woman. The 
Vehicle was wang with a side door open 
and she stepped into the interior but the fact 
that she fol te attendants hand on her 
Bottom as though o heip her rio vee 
went without ~. Tracy was no 
foo! and she decided Wai thre was no 
premium in arg t icut tar harset on 


“This can be pleasant oc hard,” the bionde 
told her. "You can travel in a secured cubicle 
‘oF out here in the back with me." 


^d prefer the back "Tracy told 
‘preter the back please, Miss." Tracy 


"Right. Be sure to behave yourself. You must. 
not speak unless you are spoken to and you. 
wil make no movement unti ygu have 
permission,” the terse instruction was 


intentionally clear and precise. 


The van started to move off and she was 
pleased that there were no windows which 
Gouid be used by prying outsiders. Although 
She could see out, nobody could see into the 
van because of the manner of the very glazed 
windows with sited lines of clear glass. 


“You've made a right mess of your ife you 
have," the police woman told har. "Fancy 
letting yourself get sent to Bleak House,” the. 


“They have a fond habit of using a leathor 
strap on a giri and they strap you across your 


the punishment is applied. And they don't go 
In for small numbers there. There no such 
figure below eighteen and you will learn 
eighteen 


"Yes, miss. think so," Tracy felt the shiver of 
horror simmer through her. 


"Now, we have a long trip ahead so you may 
as well make yourself as comfortable as. 
possible," the guard told her. 


Jt was the first act or word of kindness that 
Tracy had received since she had been in 


“Loosen your clothing,” the guard told her, 
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“no point in being closely buttoned.” 
The interior of the van was certainly warm 
and Tracy blinked back her initial shock 
reaction. She was not fooled one little bit by 
the pleasant nature of her guard and hoping 
that whatever she did now would hold her in 
good stead at Bleak House, she slowly undid 
the buttons of her blouse under the intently 
interesting gaze of the watching blond. 


"That's the way my beauty, take it off,” she. 
said with a quiet firmness, 


Sitting in just a hall cup bra, Tracy blushed 
furiously as she got the picture of the 
intentions of her keeper. The smooth white 
shoulders and her arms were exposed just as 
the top halves of her bosom. The creamy skin 
balls of her breasts were attractively and 
provocatively revealed, 


"Why not take your brassier off as well" the 
guard suggested firmly. 


Trying hard not to make any protesting 
response, Tracy gave the woman a cursury 
Jance and then removed the brassiere. The 
(ul uptited aureoles showed perfectly 
formed and smooth with the pink nipples 
protruding full and cherry tipped. 


"Now your jeans and panties; let me have 
good look at you." the guard was delighted 
that she was going to enjoy the naked 
portrayal of this delicious lovely 
Holplessly, Tracy smothered the sob of 
humiliation as she slowly discarded the 
remainder of her thing and fe ook es 
there completely undressed under 
{he bright stara of the poce guard. She was 
soon laying the length of the long bench seat, 
but beneath her tummy the police woman's. 
knees and this caused her smoothly rounded. 
and shapely bottom to thrust upwards. She 
bit into her fist as she feit the hands stroking 
ver the round orbs and even up the insides 
of her thighs as she was forcefully keeping 
them apart to allow the guard to have the 
freedom of her body. 


“Yes, a very delightful bottom ... and legs ~.. 
and liike this part too," the blond told her as 
she played gently with the soft crevice of 
Tracy's quim. 


The luckless gir, bit harder onto her balled 
fist and felt the tremours of shame give way 
to tingling sensations of pleasure as her 
pussy flesh was carressed and played With... 
this was not very fair, she argued with herself: 
how could she expect to stay over the other 
woman's lap and have her naked body 
played with Ike this. The whole of her bottom. 
had been teased mercilessly and those 


fingers had stroked and prodded her 
shamefully, and now she was laying with her. 
legs slack so that her very sexual core could 
be fondled by the Sapphic woman guard. It 
did not help when she was told to turn over 
and now her torso was bowed backwards 
and the soft furry thatch of her pubes were. 
being digitally titivated into an even higher 
state of excitement by the blond who held 
‘sway over Tracy's comfort for the next three 
hours. 


When they pulled up to the castle type 
‘establishment, Tracy was dressed again, but 
her face stil bore the blushes of her 
experience inthe back of the van. For the first 
time she had been made to kneel before the 
parted thighs of another woman and hor 
mouth had been directed how to bring full 
pleasure to a woman who she did not exactly 
hate, but she most certainly despised her. It 


‘She waited whilst the guard disappeared into 
the inner area o the grim looking building and. 
the blond had told her that she would t 
put in a good word on her behall 
desperately hoped so. When the guard 
appeared again at long ust sho spoke in a 
low voice to tha recepion clark wno was th 
most granite faced thing Tracy had ev 
seen. They were selected by their 
looks rather than their ability to do the 
and of that Tracy was very sure. She saw the 
receptionist nod, and hoped that the guard 
was not telling her what had taken place in 
the van, and then the white coated woman 
stood up and came to the counter at which 


“Remember what | said,” the blonde gave 
her a half smile of encouragement and then 
¡walked out to the mess where she was to eat 
before making the rotten journey back. Tracy 
had been a lovely companion and she was 
going to miss her dreadfully. They did not 
‘come like that every day and usually the type 
of giri she had to transport was hard faced 
and a dyed-in-the-wool tearaway. 


ie ee 
‘gusset so that a good three quarters of her 


bottom thrust out below the garment itself, 
and then the black skirt which came well 
her legs so that the crutch of her body 
almost uncovered. Her feet were placed in 
impossibly high heeled sandals with a strap. 
across the foot to keep them on and then she. 
was brushing out her shoulder length fair hair 
to study herself in the polished mirror to see 
the reaction of this new mode of ife on her 
person. Her face was slightly pale, but when. 
she heard the receptionist retuming she did 
not understand why but she blushed and this 
‘gave her face a better hue. 


ás 


“Come along, Newman; you have to see the. 
warder and he does not like being kept 
waiting.” 


There still had been no administration work, 
but they had all the time in the world to 
register, The whole place reaked of 
Cleanliness and everything was either white 
or polished. The smell of the antisceptic soap 
invaded the nostrils but it was the deathly 

at she found most depressing. Her 
hoels clicked as she tried to keep up with the 
receptionist and then they were through two 
doors and into a carpeted passage. The 
atmosphere changed immediately. It was as 
‘she had stepped into another world. The 
walls wore panelled and had paintings and 
thore was a highly polished door immediately 
in front of them. 


"Wait hore," she was told tersely, and then. 
the woman knocked on the door, waited for a. 
few moments before going into the room the 
other side. 


Tracy could feel her heart beating hard and 
furiously and she was stil feeling the shame 
at being attired like this. She looked down at 
the full length of her legs as they thrust down 
from beneath her skirt ... skirt? It was more. 
like a wide belt. She could feel the air round. 
her legs and then she saw how her soft 
breasts thrust forward as though fighting to. 
be free of the confining blouse. Three buttons. 
prevented the materia from gaping open but. 
those three buttons held her breasts as 
prisoners inside the white blouse. The door. 
‘opened again and she was taken by the arm. 
Into the carpeted area of the Warder. 


She had been warned that he was a young 
man but his very young appearance certainly 
Surprised her. He certainly was nowhere near. 
twenty five yet but he was atall, well built man 
who carriedan austere yet good looking face. 
"Newman," he said ashe looked down atthe 
papers that had accompanied her. She 
inwardly squirmed when she heard his voice. 
He gently smoked a and read her 
Crime Dossier and all the biographic details. 


Ne relations. Nobody who would be 
interested in her, Interesting, he thought 
because like any other body who had been in 
contact with Tracy, he decided there and 
then that she was a natural beauty and he 
liked the shape of her legs and the full 
‘thrusting bosom on her chest. 


“In this establishment, we have only one. 
code of practise and that is obedience," he 
Started to tell her as th ough warning her from. 
the outset that she was in no position to 
argue, protest or appeal. "You will question 
nothing that you are told to do. Nothing. 
Obedience is the only reaction 1 and the 
Others require of you; the reason that you. 


it pleases whoever is in charge of you wishes, 
you to do something is sufficient excuse for 
you to be responsive in such a manner that. 
Gu will obediently react. We have a system of 
Corpora! punishment here and that 
Punishment is always, always without 
‘excpetion applied to your bottom," he 
emphasised. "When punishment is meted 
‘out here, you will be completely undressed 
‘and you be laid on a bench and secured so 
‘that the area to be caned is uppermost and 
properly situated for the reception of that 
‘cane. Once the number of strokes has been 
‘decided then the full number wil be given .. 
there wil be no deviation whatsoever, and 
the reason | am teling you this from the 
‘outset is because | want you to know that you. 
will have no excuse in the future to say that. 
you were not warned." 


He watched the discomfort of her mind 
registering on her body and liked the way her 
face blushed furiously at the helplessness of. 
her present surroundings. 


"You are here for three years and doubtless, 
you will earn yourself many thrashings ... but 
| promise you faithfully that when you leave 
my establishment you wil be the best trained 
young lady the society wish to have among 
t" he stubbed the cigarette out. 


Tracy felt the shock waves of hopelessness, 
throb through her and an inward shudder 
filled her with dread. The very idea of being 
stripped and stretched on a board was the 
least appealing thing she could envisage, 
and she was terrified of the power of this 
young man. 

“Now let me have a look at you,” he said and. 
looked at her expectantly. 


"Sir?" she said non-plussed and saw the. 
imitation cross his face. Oh Lord, let me 
understand his ambiguous instructions she 


E] 


prayed. 


“Lot me have a look at you,” he repeated 
testy. 

She choked back her natural reluctance 
when the penny dropped and then with 
trembling fingers she undid her blouse. He 
hoped that she was doing the right thing and 
because he did not stop her, she continued. 
She stil felt the defencelessness as she 
peeled the blouse from her shoulders and 
stood there with her naked breasts 
attractively thrusting forward ... the nipples. 
immediately became full when they felt the 
warm air of his office fanning round them. He 
nodded appreciatively and then watched as 
she undid her skirt with a coquettish glance 
towards him. She was pleased that she had. 
listened to the guard now when she was 
"being transported here. She was soon in her 
panties such as they were and then stifing. 
her natural reluctance to do this, she pushed 
them down her lovely legs. Tracy stood 
‘naked and fully shamed before the interested 
Warder. He told her to stand with her hands 
behind her back and to pull back stfiy on her. 
shoulders. When she had enhanced the 
forward thrust of her titties by the attentive. 
posture, she was stil busy trying to prevent. 
the tears of angry frustration that threatened 
to spill down her face. This was truly terrible. 
having to stand like this with the whole of her. 
body nakedly portrayed before this young 
man. Her nerves stiffened sight when he 
‘stood up after keeping her ike that for several. 
minutes and then he was standing 
immediately before her inwardly quaking 
body. 


rather think that you might your 
sentence time hore," he told her quietly and 


“Stand stil," he warmed her and then she felt 
his finger tips stroking her fair pubic hair ~. 


“Very good .. very good." he quietly 
complimented her when he thrust his hand. 
between her legs to feel her soft labia mouth. 


"Are you prepared to be obedient woman ... 
very, very obedient?” he asked her firmly but 


“Aaaah .. yesss ... yes, sir,” she moaned 
helplessly as she felt his fingers firmly 
stroking easily over her sex. 
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‘so that she caused him no offence. 
over: 
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‘and reach for your toes," he said 
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‘demanding command and then only her 
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‚apart so that they could rest on. 
the char Raab men anater 
‘came wher hé directed her to 
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behind her enjoying the view that her open 
body was showing off to him ... he decided 
there and then that this giri would have to 
stay in close proximity to his office .. he did 
not want to butchy warderesses getting their 
hands on her... nor the inmates ... they eat 
her upin avery short space of time... she was 
by far the best thing he had ever encountered 
since coming to this rotten hell-hole. 


"Newman," he broke the silence,” 1 am 
going to cane you simply because it wil give 
me pleasure to do so ... | intend twelve 
strokes for now... you can either take it from, 
me or have twenty four strokes of the leather 
strap from the guards ... they will of course 
assemble the block which you willbe housed 
and then give you the twenty four whilst you 
are strapped down ... | am prepared to give 
you the choice ... tweive of the cane from me 
and whilst you are here, or twenty four of the 
‘strap whilst you are secured to the bench in 
front of the inmates of that block.” 


Choice? She nearly burst out crying. She had 
been obedient. She had suffered every form 
of indignity to please him and now, just 
because it gave him pleasure she was to be 
caned across her bare bottom for no reason 
whatsoever... it was the cruel injustice of it all 
at she could not take .. 
"Well? he demanded her answer 


oh please, sir. please ..." she cried out 
then she realised that she was falling into a 
{rap ... she wanted to plead with him not to 
‘make her do this terrible thing, but realised 
that there would be no choice if she faltered 
in ner reply 


;. would rather you caned me now," she 
said brokenly in full surrender. 


Excellent .. then let us begin." he told her 
happily. 


joined the two wriggling moons of her bottom. 
it was a very tender spot and her voice 


modesty was by now gone and oniy the awful 
Searing lines of heated pain occupied her 
-- her hands were white from where 


and she was whimpering as she felt the hot 
anger of the excrutiating agony building up in 

. and then she was wincing yot 
‘she felt his fingers tracing over the 
that had been made by the cruel 
‘even insisted that she thrust hor. 
that there was 
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thing that she would encounter and when he 
pushed into her body she only gasped and 
then choked out her strangely elated ecstacy 
„ confusion and bewilderment gave way to 
the full thrils of sex and she did not care what. 
he did after that ... it was sweet and fully 
erotic... her mind capitulated fully and she 
accepted the fullest sensation of sex that she 
had ever known ... 


“Newman will be employed in my office for 
her term of imprisonment, he told the 
receptionist and she will be quartered in this. 
lock away from the guttersnipe rubbish of 
the other prisoners,” and Tracy, now seated 


